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Marshmallow 


Author's Notes: 
It's late. I'm feeling it. That is all. 


Slash woke up under the table. 


He rubbed his eyes and glimpsed the shattered glass that looked like icy globules of blue frost and black tar. 
His eyes flicked to the used condoms and he issued a plaintive sigh when he tried to recall how the fuck he got 
there. Oh, that's it. His cock was stuffed in Axl for hours, fucking in and out in a frenzy of filth, ramming into 
his upturned ass on that mattress. He grinned at the memory of Axl's flushed face and beautiful eyes, a 
whore's glow in his silky skin. But Slash is a gentleman. Before that, he put Axl's cock in his moist mouth and 
sucked away until it became bigger and stiffer and came off in his face. 


His dirty little fuckbird. 


Slash fired up a rollup and ambled towards the window, although he couldn't see through it because it was 
covered with grime from top to bottom. That was cool with Slash. He could stare into the mouth of 


catastrophe another day. 

Izzy shook a wisp of hair out of his eyes. "You're breaking my candy cane here." 

"Peace, bro. Shoot ya full of love." 

"Mmhm," Izzy fixed up and fell down, melting into the carpet. 

Duff groaned and shoved him onto Steven 

"Axl," Slash squinted in the gloom. "There you are." 

"| have always been here. Except when I'm there." 

Duff took the needle out of Izzy's arm and gave it to Steven 

Axl lowered his chin onto his knees. "In is out and 6 is 9, think I'm gonna blow my mind." 

"Fuck this," Slash waved his hand and went back to his mattress under the table. 

| have more filth inside me than a toilet," Izzy drawled. "Do | need an acid bottle?" 

"Yeah," Steven decanted blood into the needle and pushed the plunger down. "Indus." 

"Industrial strength," Duff prompted helpfully. 

Izzy pushed onto his elbows and gazed at Duff. "It's like you can see inside my soul." 

"| can see inside your fly. Zip it up, dude." 

Steven swooned on his back. "Spread me eagle, have no mercy." 

"We'd rather not, Popcorn," Axl walked over to Slash. "Don't take it personally." 

Slash lifted the blanket and pulled his arms around Axl, drawing him to his body. He smoothed Axl's hair and 
whispered words of love in his ear. That he was the most wretched, servile, miserable and pathetic trash he 
had ever fucked in the ass. Yawning, Axl reminded Slash that he was the only one he had ever fucked in the 
ass. 


"Duff," Izzy murmured. 


"Yeah?" 


"I feel like I've been lit on fire and you're morphing into a marshmallow.’ 
Duff put a saltine in Izzy's mouth. "What do | taste like?" 


Izzy chewed. "You're fuckin’ salty, man" 


Batman 


Author's Notes: 
I'm still feelin’ it. 


Izzy walked into the small bathroom, stripped, and entered the shower. He washed off the stench of failure, 
soaped up the death of hope, and pumped his dick for good measure. Izzy had a beautiful cock. It was the kind 
of dick that was well-worn by the dude it belonged to. It had a plum-shaped head with a rich toned hue and a 
smooth, velvety texture. He was also a heavy cummer, and that always pleased the ladies. There is nothing 
worse than a guy dribbling sad little come pellets. Izzy's jizz was a treat. Not as thick as Axl's emissions, but 
then no one measured up to that shit. Not even Slash. Now Slash had a righteous cock. It boasted veins that 
ran along the top and bottom of the shaft, a thick circumference and a large mushroom-shaped head with a 
slinky foreskin still attached to it. It was a work of art. 

The door opened a moment later to expose Duff standing there, vodka in hand. 

"Duff? | don't remember giving you an invitation" 

"You said to amuse myself while you shower." 

Izzy smirked. "By fuckin’ checking me out?" 


Duff flashed a slow, seductive smile. 


HK 
Steven sat Indian style on the carpet, head in hands, heart in butt. 
He couldn't find his slinky. 


He had a suspicion that one of his bandmates used it for sexual stimuli or as a makeshift smack belt, it had 
just the right amount of spring and give for that purpose. Steven pouted and recalled the days when he and 
Slash used to swing semi-soft elongated sword toys at each other. It was a nice change from the explodable 


metal ducks. 


eR 


Slash ran his thumb along Axl's jawline and down his throat, hips pinning him to the wall. He kissed Axl slowly 


and sensually. "Come on, man, itll feel good." 


Axl frowned. "I told you | don't want that in me." 

"Don't you trust me?" 

Axl's heart was pounding hard. "Okay, listen to me you male monkey motherfuck. Don't assume that just 
because l'm in love with you, you own me. You may own my heart, you may own my body, but you will never, 
ever, fucking own my soul. Got it?" 

Slash's brows knotted. "What? Are you high, man? Listen up, looney tune, all's I'm trying to do is get you to 
calm the fuck down and see what you're missing. But if you insist on being Miss Priss and alienating yourself 
because that's how you're wired, then be my guest and go play in the corner like a fucking retard." 

"Fuck you. Where's this shit coming from?" 

Slash lit a cigarette. "It's an observation" 

"An observation, huh? Well who the hell are you, man? Isaac fuckin’ Newton?" 

EK 

Izzy turned the water all the way hot and let the jet-fuel fire course over his long limbs and the drop below. 
He lathered himself up, hands moving in slow circular motions over his pecks and taut lower abdomen. The 
soapy suds collected in his groin and dripped in beads over his half-erect cock. Duff stripped and entered the 
shower. 

"Hey," Izzy said, not at all surprised. 

Duff radiated nonchalance. "Hi. Let me hold the showerhead over both of us." 


"Thanks. That's kind of you.” 


"No problem,” Duff took the soap and lathered up. "Um, it's kind of difficult holding up the showerhead and 


cleaning myself at the same time, man. Can you do if?" 

"Sure," Izzy scoured the flannel over Duff's chest and arms. 

"Is this weird?" Duff spit out water and adjusted his grip on the showerhead 

"Um," Izzy considered that. "Not really. Like, | cantt see myself doing this with Steven" 
"Poor Popcorn" 


Izzy knelt down and scrubbed the soapy flannel over Duff's thighs and legs. "I know." 


zzy?" 
"Yeah" 

"Ya know yesterday, when you were jerking off after we smoked that Seattle weed?" 
"Uh huh. Turn around." 

Duff did that and Izzy scrubbed his back and shoulder blades in wide, circular motions. 
"Well, | know you were high as a kite, but at some point you started pulling on my dick" 
"Did |?" 

"Yeah," Duff closed his eyes and relished Izzy's touch. 

"Oh man, so wait, that was your spooge all over my fingers?" 

"Yeah," Duff nodded. 

Izzy shrugged and put the flannel away. "That's okay." 

KKK 

Steven lined his toys in a neat line on top of his bass drum. 


With a drum stick in one hand and a reefer in the other, he looked from the steam train to the batman action 


figure and array of cowboys and Indians, and counted. 


"Eeny, meeny, miny, moe, catch a tiger by the toe. If he hollers, let him go, eeny, meeny, miny, moe. Hey," he 


frowned. "Where's Lola? Anyone see her? Jethro? He-Who-Waits?" 


Steven sucked on the reefer and put it in the ashtray. "Yo, Batman! Don't you give me that attitude. | know 


where you live, motherfucker. | know all about you and Robin" 


Batman raised his eyebrows. "I'd stop toking if | were you, buddy." 


Perfect 


Author's Notes: 
Follows on from the events in No Light, No Light Consider this fic the same universe (as was originally 


intended) and the next chapters a direct continuum. 


It is said that Duff first walked upright to free his hands for masturbation. He was a creature of habit. Twice 
daily, thrice if Izzy spurred him on with his beestung lips and tight leather pants. Axl was a morning 
masturbator, but he felt it was a bizarre, bleached pantomime of sex and usually preferred Slash to do it for 
him. A true artiste of the masturbatory craft, Slash could jerk off for America, and often did. Steven liked to 
do it with battery powered toys and appliances. Faint with emotion, he explored across the bounds of reality, 
the whiz and whirl of automata feeding his fantasies. Izzy's passion had all but spent itself. Now a dead thing, 
his desire was a nightly phantom among the mists which crept in under the door and into his sheets. With a 
shaking hand, he reached for his cock, and stroked it slowly from base to tip. Nothing. So he played a record 


and cooked up a fix. Music and heroin were more satisfying anyway. 


XE% 

The strong hand jerking him continued to work his flesh like a pro. Slash's mouth was eating at Axl's like a 
starved man and Axl was finding it difficult to slow his body down, But he didn't want to come yet. He wanted 
something else. He wanted something more. So he did what he knew would get Slash's attention, he bit down on 
the man's lip. Slash stopped and lifted his head, his fingers still firmly wrapped around Axl's dripping cock 
"What now?" 

"| want to understand something." 


Slash shook his head incredulously. "Fucking now, Axl?" 


Axl frowned. "How can you be happy to continue this knowing how uncomfortable | am? You know | haven't 


been myself lately. | want to forget, Slash. This isn't helping." 

"Oh, I'm gonna make you forget your fucking mind," Slash promised. 
Axl sighed. "With sex? But that's the problem. Can't you see?" 
"You know what my philosophy is?" 


Axl raised his eyebrows. "You have a philosophy?" 


"Yeah. It's called carpe fucking diem, motherfucker. | don't believe in running away from problems and bad 
memories, Ax. | believe in facing them head on. Swallowing them up and creating new ones. | want to make you 
feel good. Will you let me?" 

Axl turned his face to the wall. "What do you know about bad memories?" 

Slash smoothed Axl's hair over the carpet. "You used to love sex." 


"| still do," his voice was distant. 


"But all you wanna do is jerk each other off these days. | wish you'd tell me what the matter is. What these 


memories are. How can | help you if you shut me out?" 

"Do whatever you want" 

"If | wanted a fucking blow up doll I'd ask Steven for his." 

Axl faced him. "How can you be so loving and cruel at the same time?" 

"You make me this way," Slash snapped. 

Axl held his gaze. "Sometimes, when we're rehearsing or playing a show, | look at you Slash and feel 
overwhelmed with love and admiration. Other times | loathe, despise and fucking abominate you. There's no 
middle ground. D'ya know that?" 

"| do. What are you feeling now?" 

"Disgust" 

Slash smiled sadly. "Well, ain't that the perfect time to fuck?" 

Axl rubbed his eyes and sighed. "Sure." 

Slash nuzzled him. "Thank you." 

Their lips met in a tentative kiss. 

Slash would never admit it, but it upset him that Axl didn't trust him enough to open up about his trauma. He 
tried to communicate with touch what he couldn't do with words, and kissed and caressed Axl with such 
tenderness that Axl felt lifted above the mire and forgot his memories. It was a merciful release. With a 
finger against his ass, Slash eyed him as he licked the puckered hole. Axl's hand was desperately jerking himself 


now and Slash tongued his way up to his balls, where he sucked one into his mouth as he pushed his finger 
inside Axl. Slash sucked and kissed his way back to where his finger was penetrating and sucked around it, 


making sure to keep Axl's hole nice and wet. As his needy moans hit Slash's ears, he shoved his finger back 
inside and it grazed over Axl's prostate, causing his ass to clench Slash's finger, as his hips snapped up hard 
and a wail issued from his throat. Axl had never come so hard in his life. 

XE% 

The other three were handing out flyers at the Whiskey. 

Guns N' Roses were showcasing for a label the following night and it was important to have the place jam 
fucking packed. They had been filling up local venues for a few months now, but tomorrow was Wednesday, a 
notoriously slow night on the Strip. Duff gave Izzy a lingering look. Since the day Izzy bought them steaks, he'd 
been strangely distant with him. Gone were the shared showers. Gone were the secret smiles. Gone were the 
late night chats that often ended in them falling asleep in bed together. Duff was working up the courage to 
confront lzzy about it, but to do that he'd have to admit that they had something in the first place. That it 


wasn't all in his head. Duff was beginning to wonder. Maybe Izzy wasn't into him. Maybe it was all in his head. 


‘Oh man," Izzy smirked and pointed towards a couple of guys standing by the back exit. "That's the guy who 


bought a gram of blow from me that time." 


"For real?" Steven chuckled. "Maybe he'll buy some more. You could lace it with fucking baking powder and 
double your profits. He looks kind of clueless." 


"You kidding me?" Izzy frowned. "I got a rep to uphold, dumbass. If word gets out that I'm spiking my shit and 


double dealing my supplier I'll end up in a morgue." 

Duff gave Izzy a dirty look. "l'm sick of your lies, Iz. We know you didn’t sell any coke." 
‘Of course | did, where d'ya think | got the bread for those steaks and guitar strings?" 
"Then how come you're packing two fuckin’ grams, huh?" 

"Is none of your goddamn business," Izzy snarled. "Keep your nose out of my shit." 


"Speaking of shit," Duff drew closer. "You're full of it. If you wanna lie about how you got that money you go 
right ahead motherfucker, but you ain't fooling me." 


Steven's eyes darted from Duff to Izzy. "Guys, come on, it doesn't matter." 
"Fuck this," Izzy tossed the flyers at Duff's feet. "I'm going home." 
"I have a better idea Let's go ask that dude whether he remembers you." 


"Duff," Izzy gritted his teeth. "If you so much as breathe in his direction I'm go-" 


"HEY YOU!" Duff marched towards the back exit and approached the guy. 
"Yeah?" his brow creased. 

"Duff," Izzy hurried after him. "I said stay out of my shit!" 

"Do you recognize this man?" 


Green eyes flicked to Izzy. "Um, holy shit, yeah! Course | do. James, this is the guy who sold me the coke. 


Dude, we were buzzing for days, do you have any more?" 

Izzy glared at Duff. "Not on me. But | can get you more tomorrow, before our gig." 
His eyes lit up. "You play in a band? Cool, that would be awesome. What time?" 

Izzy fired up a cigarette. "Say around 1 o'clock." 

James snorted "That's a pretty miserable time to play a gig, man" 

"We're on at 4," Izzy jeered. "You ever heard of a sound check?" 


"Heh. Sound check, huh? Well, | don't know much about this stuff, but ain't that what bands do when they're 


too fuckin’ lame to balance their own music?" 

The other guy rolled his eyes. "Don't mind him. I'm Lars," he extended his hand. 
Izzy looked at it and blew out smoke. 

Duff took his hand instead and smiled. "I'm Duff, this is Steven" 

"Hey," they shook hands. 

Duff elbowed Izzy. "And this ray of sunshine is our rhythm guitarist, Izzy." 
James gave him a once over. "Rhythm guitar, huh? I'm James." 

"That ain't the only thing you are," Izzy muttered. "So is 7 o'clock all right?" 
Lars chuckled. "Yeah, I'll see you then 


Izzy gave him a nod and turned away, the other two grinned and followed him. 


RK 
He watched the glowing wires of the pop-up toaster. 
Izzy didn't have much of an appetite these days. He loved Duff's cooking, but he made a conscious effort to 


avoid him. It was a painful reminder of what he couldn't have. Their argument earlier that evening 


strengthened his resolve to keep his distance, as much as two people sharing a house could do that. As if on 
key, Duff entered the kitchen and stopped dead when he saw Izzy hunched over the counter. Duff sighed. He 
needed scissors, and to get them he'd have to squirm past Izzy and reach into the far right drawer in front 
of him. Their kitchen was the size of a matchbox. 

"Excuse me," Duff mumbled as he squeezed behind Izzy, trying not to touch him. 

Izzy pushed onto the worktop and held his breath. 

Duff opened the drawer and cursed as it almost came apart in his hand, overflowing with junk. He took a deep 
breath and a familiar scent reached his nose. He gazed, transfixed, at the back of Izzy's head and imagined 
threading fingers through the soft hair. Izzy gulped and tried to make himself as small as possible. Duff's 
hands trembled. 

The toast popped up. 

EK 

A full moon adorned the heavens, painting the world silver, making the most wretched things seem beautiful. 
Everything looked ghostly in the pale moonlight. Izzy and Axl sat on the windowsill. Axl singing, Izzy strumming. 
All was well with the world. 

"We got it," Izzy said when they were done. 

Axl stared at the speckled patches of the moon. "What shall we call it?" 

Izzy shrugged. “Something nocturnal.” 

"Yeah." 

“Something that dares not speak its name." 

"That's what | was thinking." 


Their heads turned to Duff, who was standing by the door under cover of shadows. 


"Gee, is that the time?" Axl yawned dramatically and winked at Izzy. 


Izzy ignored him and went back to strumming his acoustic. Axl whistled on his way out and Duff closed the 
door behind him. He sat on the windowsill and looked at Izzy. 


"So diya wanna drink or get high?" Duff asked a moment later, rubbing his wrist 

Izzy shook his head 

"Do you want something to eat? | could bake those granola bars you like” 

Izzy's mouth watered. “Im not hungry” 

Duff sighed and lay down on Izzy's mattress, drawing the blarket around him. Izzy continued playing for a few 
more minutes until the ache in his chest was too much to bear, and he put the guitar on its stand. He gazed 
at Duff's huddled form in the silvery light. His curls spilled over the pillow and his long limbs twined with the 
coverlet. 

Izzy dropped his head against the frame. "What are you doing?" 

Duff's voice was muffled "Torturing myself" 

"| know the feeling.” 

Duff sat up against the wall. "I thought we could talk about anything” 

"Im sorry," Izzy drew the curtains until it was almost pitch black 

"Why? What's changed? What have | done?" Duff asked desperately. 

Izzy sat on the mattress and hugged his knees. "Nothing. You're perfect” 

"im wha?" 


"Perfect." 


Duff didn't know how to respond to that, and when Izzy didn't say anything more, he reached out and touched 
his hand lightly. "That's how | feel about you." 


"Oh," Izzy's hair spilled over his face. "I got some jellybeans." 
"You do?" 


"Yeah, would you like some?" 


"Always," Duff smiled. 


"Okay," Izzy rose to his knees and searched the shelf above the mattress. "They're up here somewhere, but | 


can't see shit. Turn the light on, will ya?" 
"Nah." 
"Why are you being a dick?" 


"| like it just fine the way it is." 


"But | can't find the jellybeans. Oh, here they are,’ Izzy grabbed the packet, and just as he was about to sit 


down Duff pulled him into his lap. 

"Um, hi 

Hey’ 

"Hi 

"Hello." 

Izzy's mouth was dry. "Here, you can have it: 
"The whole packet?" 


"Yeah." 


"Lost your appetite, huh?" Duff shifted underneath him. 


"They're not exactly your granola bars." 
"Izzy." 
"I loved it when you added pecans that last time." 


"l zzy" 


"Or the time you put chocolate chips in the batter. That was incredible." 


Duff's hands reached up to caress Izzy's face. 


‘lm acting like a sixteen year old chick, aren't 1?" 
"Uh huh." 
Duff leaned in to kiss Izzy, who grabbed his arms and pulled him close. 


As they savoured each other's taste for the first time, Duff's hands slipped around to Izzy's back and slid 
down his spine. Izzy moaned as Duff's tongue pushed between his lips, and when strong fingers gripped the 
backs of his thighs and urged them apart, Izzy spread his legs to either side of Duff and straddled him. Duffs 
body hummed with desire. Underneath it was something hungry, something primal. Izzy tugged his hair and 
explored the turn of his throat, the warmth of his hair, and the strong, slender sinews of his hands. He could 
feel Duff's hands slide up the sides of his thighs to his waist and across his ass, as they continued kissing, 


exploring and rocking against each other. 


Control 


The Hell House, February 198b 
5 hours after the picture was taken 


Boys aren't supposed to be beautiful, but Axl was beautiful in the same way a summer storm is as wild as 
woods and beasts and deserts. He woke up and relished the darkness around him, where each thing crept back 
into its own nature within the shelter of night. Axl touched his body and the long, strong contour of his limbs, 
and considered the ways in which his insides didn't match up with his outsides. He had risen above himself to 
feel something, someone, no smaller than God. He let the stars shine into him and pull him to shreds all at 


once, and it was this gravity, this humanity, which frightened him. 


"Were you watching me sleep?" he squinted at Izzy. "Fuck, it's dark in here." 


"That's because the light is coming from you. You can't see it but everyone else can" 

Axl was sitting up now, leaning forward. "What's up?" 

Izzy exhaled smoke. "I want to talk to you about something. It's a secret" 

"Tell me," he loved it when Izzy was like this, all mysterious. 

"You'll be quiet about it? Swear it" 

"I swear it," Axl nodded, lost in the glow of Izzy's cheeks, the flame in his eyes. 

They sat like that a moment, knees touching, before Izzy revealed the secret. 

* * * 

The wall was built from uncut rocks roughly mortared in a whitewash of torn concert posters and graffiti. It 
was a dirty wall. It was an ugly wall. It degenerated into mere geometry and an idea of a boundary between the 
gutter of hell and its holy enclosures. But the idea was real. It was important to show face and perpetuate the 
myth. That's why they stalked the Whisky, night after night, five years ahead of their minds. Up against the 
wall, Duff felt that it was a good place to push off and make a stand. 

He cleared his throat and spit out a gob of saliva. "I can't believe how bad we sucked" 

Slash shrugged. “Don't sweat it. Another night, another show." 

Duff scoured his upper arms. "I'm freezing my nuts out here." 

"You are a major buzz kill. Has anyone ever told you that?" 

"Dude, if | had a nematode in my ass, you'd be it. Crawl out or shut up." 

"That's gross, man. But you fill a void in my life." 

"You fill a void in my ass." 

"Do I? | thought Izzy did that" 

"Im not even going there," Duff shook his head. "Stay outta my shit" 


"| thought | was living in it" 


"That metaphor died and cannot be resuscitated. Oh look, now my day is complete." 


A guy wearing tight leather pants with tassels up the sides, a bullet belt and hair teased to the nines 
swaggered over, grinned at Slash, and helped himself to his Zippo. 


"So kind," he blazed up a Parliament. "Where is he?" 

"Well, it's daytime. My money's on cloud nine.” 

"You ain't got no money," he yawned. "Tell him l'm looking for him." 

"Nikki, l'm not your fucking errand boy. Tell him yourself." 

Nikki leaned against the wall and blew smoke in Slash's face. "Whoa, head rush! Okay, so here's the deal. Tell Izzy 
to be here tonight with my 10g or I'll send Fred over to collect: Oh, and that slot you got tomorrow night? You 
can forget about it.” 

"Yeah? Fuck with our show and I'll fuck with your corpse." 

Nikki gave Duff a once over. "Oh, hello cutie. Didn't see you there." 

"You're a trip, Sixx," Duff sneered. "Why 10g? You dicksizing with Vince or what?" 

"None of your beeswax," Nikki blew into his hands and rubbed them together. 


"Izzy's business i our business. Get over it. Now what's your problem?" 


"Thanks to that fucker and his below par Colombian crap | have a 4g habit. What is that shit like 10% pure? | 
need to bang twice a day to maintain. That's my fucking problem." 


Slash snorted. "Pathetic. What are you gonna do next? Jack an old lady? It ain't Izzy's problem that you can't 
handle your shit. We're both doing good on half your intake." 


"Like | give a fuck," Nikki gritted. "Man, it's colder than an Eskimo's ass today. Look, I'm in a chipper mood 
considering Reagan, sobriety and other fucked up catastrophes like that. But you better tell Stradlin to meet 


me here before the show or I'll fuck him up." 
"Yeah, take a number,” Duff muttered. 

"Oohh. Boyfriend trouble?" 

Duff shot him a dirty look. "We'll tell him." 


Nikki grabbed Duff's chin. "See, that's all | want to hear." 


"Fuck off," Duff growled as Nikki walked away. "Asshole." 

"You love him really." 

"| fucking worship him but he doesn't need to know that." 

Slash backslapped Duff and they chuckled before entering the Whisky. 

*** 

"And after Sixx leaves, | swear, David Geffen shows up!" 

"No shit," Izzy parked the car. "So it was worth the trouble, huh?" 

Duff smiled. "Either that or I'll get a restraining order" 

"So he's definitely coming to see us tomorrow?" 

"Yeah, that's the whole point. Dude, | told you playing hard to get was gonna pay off." 

Izzy rolled tobacco. "Ill remember that next time you wanna make out." 

Duff frowned. Izzy hit way too close to home with that remark. 

Being with Izzy was like dating a chick, only more frustrating. At least chicks gave up the pretence of being 
demure after a while, if they were that way inclined to begin with. Duff was never sure if Izzy actually 
wanted him in that way. Oh sure, he loved spending time with him, sleeping together and sharing the odd 
shower. There were kisses and cuddles and handjobs. That was it. Duff had seen Izzy in action plenty of times 
to know that he was sexually voracious and it confounded him even more. Duff was horny. His erection was 
made of iron and metal detectors drove him crazy. He couldn't eat pizza anymore because the pepperoni 


reminded him of Izzy's nipples. So when he looked at Izzy and the tsunami of hormones washed over him, Duff 


groaned. 
"What?" 

"We've got a problem," Duff heard himself say, completely transfixed by Izzy's eyes. 
"Do we now?" 


"Yeah," Duff dropped his gaze down to Izzy's sexy smirk, and damn if that grin didn’t go all the way to his cock. 
"At least, | do. And it ain't fucking funny, Izzy." 


"Sorry, you're cute when you're anxious. What's up?" Izzy moved in closer. 

The movement seemed to suck the oxygen from the car, and all Duff could do was breathe Izzy in. He could 
feel the tension sizzling in the air around them and he was losing what little control he had. There wasn't six 
inches separating their faces and he welcomed the warmth of Izzy's breath on his skin. Duff remained silent 
for a moment, trying to gather his thoughts. There were so many things running through his head. 

"Um," his brain was scrambled. "| wanna know why..uh..” 

"Duff," Izzy chuckled softly. "Just say it” 


"Why won't you let me go down on you? Why won't you do it to me?" 


"Blowjobs?" Izzy's eyes widened. "That's what this is about? Shit," he shook his head. "I thought something was 
actually wrong, Duff. Fuck me." 


"Yeah," Duff snorted. "Fuck you," he opened the car door and Izzy grabbed his arm. 

"Come on, don't go. Let's talk." 

Duff settled back in his seat. "Izzy, its simple. | have feelings for you. | want you so bad that it's driving me 
nuts. | don't understand why you don't want to take things further. Its weird, okay? | know this is new 
territory. Neither one of us has sucked dick or been with a dude before, but come on. | know you're into me. | 
feel it. Not to mention feel your boner every time we're in bed together. So what gives? What's the problem?" 
Izzy fired up and looked out the window. He wasn't ready to answer that question 


* eK 


Axl sighed. It was hard being a god. Everyone assumes gods spend their time lounging around, being divine and 


striking a pose whilst having a drink. Everyone is correct. 

Slash climbed on top of him. "Golden apples? Black pearls? Lamborghini?" 
"Macaroni and cheese." 

Slash laughed. "When we make it, I'm gonna buy a silver Lamborghini." 
"Why not," Axl shrugged. “Every pimp should have one.” 

"Does it count if | only have one hooker?" 


Axl stuck his tongue out, and Slash needed no further invitation. 


Their kiss was a perfect fit from the first press of lips. Slash slid his tongue along the seam of Axl's lips and 
pushed in. Axl's tongue met and brushed against his, caressing and swirling without hesitation. The flame 
between them quickened and they rolled over each other in a familiar breathless dance. 

Duff dropped onto the carpet beside them. "Mac'll be ready in fifteen minutes.’ 

Axl tore his mouth away from Slash's chest. "You are a righteous man" 

"Just needs some time to brown" 

"Cool," Slash pushed Axl's head down to his crotch. 

"Ill add some chopped bacon bits." 


"Sounds great,” Axl unbuttoned Slash's pants. 


Duff looked on and wondered why he couldn't have that. Maybe he didn't turn Izzy on enough. Maybe he wasn't 
good enough in bed. Yeah, that had to be it. 


"Um," Slash arched a brow. "Do you really wanna watch Axl sucking my dick?" 
Duff rolled his eyes and pulled himself off the carpet. "A world of no." 


"Hey, don't be pouring that sad ass vibe into my dinner," Axl scowled. "I swear to God that meatloaf you made 


the other day tasted of blue balls. Get the fuck laid already" 

Duff kicked a distortion pedal and it hit Slash in the face. 

"Ouch! Motherfuck! Come back here!" 

"Screw you," Duff mumbled from the kitchen 

"McKagan!" 

Duff swallowed a mouthful of vodka and returned to the lounge. "What?" 

"Sit down," Slash pointed to the floor. "Come on, man’ 

Axl rubbed his head against Slash's thigh like a cat. "Yes, tell us your troubles’ 


"l'm bad in bed" 


Axl and Slash exchanges looks and burst out laughing. 
Duff sucked in his cheeks. "Yeah, fuck you too." 


Slash heaved a sigh. "What do you want me to say? That's ridiculous. I've seen the way chicks respond to you. 


They're putty in your hands. What brought this on?" 

Axl traced the hard lines of Slash's torso. "Izzy." 

Slash lit a cigarette. "Fucking Izzy?" 

"Or not, as the case may be. He won't give it up," Duff sighed 

Axl and Slash chuckled again 

Duff moved to get up and Axl's hand clamped down on him. "Look, Izzy is Izzy" 
"Gee, thanks, that's helpful. Izzy is Izzy. You should wear that on a t-shirt" 


Axl crossed his legs. "The tattoo's enough. Duff, chill. It took me time to ease into shit too. He's hooked on you, 


okay? | know what I'm talking about. He just needs time." 


Duff furrowed his brow. "What? Is it something they put in the water in Indiana? He won't let me suck his dick. 
Who refuses a blowjob? | mean what the fuck is that?" 


The cigarette fell out of Slash's lips. ‘He won't let you suck his dick? That's fucked up. 
"Exactly" 

Axl wrenched open the window. He stood while the cold air poured around his face. 
ssi 


He turned around and leaned against the windowsill. "Just because you jerk offs don't understand something 


doesn't automatically make Izzy a weirdo." 

"What are you saying?" 

lm saying you need to shut the fuck up. If Izzy isn't moving fast enough for you then maybe he has a good 
reason for it. Maybe he's working stuff out. And just maybe, Duff, you need to give him the benefit of the 
doubt instead of trashing him." 


Duff's nostrils flared and his gaze lowered to the carpet. "I'm not. l'm just..l dunno." 


"Frustrated?" Axl offered helpfully. "Horny? Wait it out" 

"What do you know what | don't?" 

Axl's eyes were a glassy sea. "Stuff" 

Slash prodded Duff. "Leave it, man You know they have secrets. Just leave it" 

*** 

The Whisky a Go Go shook with sonic scalpels, pulsing strobes and raw energy. Hairs pricked up, each one a 
willing receiver for the Gunner gospel. The walls wailed with Gibson guitars at ear-bleeding volume and vocal 
chords of polished silver soared alongside razor-sharp riffs. They had never played a better showcase. 

David Geffen swallowed a mouthful of gin € tonic as the starbursts on stage brightened both sky and water. It 
was hard to tell which was reality and which was reflection, as if there were two displays, above and below, 
going on simultaneously. Guns N' Roses in space-time, and the rest of the world in time-space. Geffen's eyes 
locked with Axl as the last song came to a halt, followed by a screaming conclusion from the crowd, and he 
made towards the backstage where he knew history was about to be made. 

He was expecting a fast kill and an early night. He was not expecting Duff McKagan. 

"You wanna marry us? Pay for it. One year with an option for a second year pick up? We may look like trash 
but we shit diamonds and that's what we'll be doing for you if we see fit to sign with Geffen. We don't come 
cheap so don't try to fucking hustle us." 

"That's not what I'm doing," Geffen frowned. "I'm offering you a decent co-publishing-" 

Duff stuck his chin out. "No co-publishing. No recoupment. Let's talk advances." 

"Well, the average market rate excluding—" 

"We're not average," Axl licked his lips. "You were saying?" 

Geffen cleared his throat. "I'm willing to offer you a generous advance of $40K" 

Steven's eyes widened and Duff elbowed him. "That's generous? D'ya hear that guys? Yeah, see, we'll have to 
split that with our manager, to say nothing of the taxman, who will also take his cut. So your, um, generous 


advance, will erode pretty fucking quickly.’ 


"€50K. That's my final offer." 


Duff snorted and shook his head. "I don't think so. But thanks for coming to see the show. This was really good 
practice for when we meet with EMI on Wednesday." 


"Don't you mean Sony?" Izzy crossed his arms over his chest 

Axl shook his head. "Nah, we're seeing them Friday” 

"Oh yeah," Izzy smirked at Geffen "See, the ole brain ain't what it used to be" 

David Geffen arched a brow. ‘Nice try. Guys, | wasn't born yesterday. Who are you seeing at Sony?" 


Duff frowned. "Why? So you can contact them and outmanoeuvre us? Fuck no. Let me spell it out for you. 
We're the hottest thing in LA. and we are not going to settle for anything less than a fixed number of master 
recordings, IB% royalties, 50:50 share of any secondary income earned and an advance of $ 10K. Do you 


understand?" 
The room filled with silence. 
Duff angled his head. "Hello? Do | need to repeat myself?" 


Geffen huffed and then nodded. "Okay, boys. You drive a hard bargain and you're the brattiest sons of bitches 
that ever lived, but you got the goods to back it up. So here's my offer. | want you to come to Geffen 
Records in New York We'll talk this through and hammer out a deal. l'm going to leave flight tickets at the 
reception of the Four Seasons on Wilshire for you to collect after noon Monday. We're not as big as Sony or 
EMI, but that means we have more time to dedicate to artists we believe in, and | believe in you. You're 
fucking magic. | want to nurture you, not acquire, process and spit you out like a cog in the system, which is 
exactly what one of the bigger labels will do. Duff, you sound like you know what you're talking about, and in 
that case, you know I'm right.” 


Duff held his gaze and remained quiet. 


"Okay," Geffen unglued himself from the dresser. "| hope to see you guys in New York next week. If not, | wish 
you all the best. Goodbye and God bless," he existed the room. 


Duff held his hand out, signalling the others to keep quiet, and used his fingers to count down from five. The 
room exploded with euphoric cries and cheers as they jumped around and rejoiced in a cosmic happiness that 
could be heard all over Hollywood. 

*** 


"Duff" 


"Yes?" 


"You are such a rock star," Izzy studied his eyes as if they were a solar eclipse. 
"You are so fucking high." 

"Yes | am," Izzy drawled. "I love my Columbian crap." 

Duff laughed. "What about Ferraris, blondes and switchblades?" 


Izzy clicked his tongue. "I'm not into Italian cars. But blondes," he ran his fingers through Duffs hair, then 
across his chin. "Come to think of it, there is a blond l'm into." 


"Oh yeah?" Duff moved closer to Izzy's lips 
Izzy bridged the breath between them. "Yeah 

"Do you have any idea," Duff's voice dropped an octave, "how much | want you?" 
"Show me," Izzy sealed their lips together. 


The kiss deepened quickly as primal sounds issued from deep in their throats. Izzy moved instinctively, giving 
Duff better access and he took the offer to its full advantage. Duff's hands skimmed over every inch of Izzy's 
bare skin. Izzy smoothed his palm over Duff's chest, stopping to roll his nipple between two fingers before 
sliding down to his well-defined stomach and exploring every swell and indention under his palm. He reached 
lower to massage Duff's rock hard erection entrapped behind soft, well-worn jeans. He groaned when that hard 


bulge thickened against his palm. 
"You're so hot," Izzy stroked Duff's dick to the same rhythm he created with his tongue. 


Duff swore he would stay composed this time, until Izzy was begging to be fucked. Even as he told himself to 
take the time to draw Izzy in, Duff made a move to speed things along. He needed to be closer to Izzy. He 
wanted to feel that hard body under his. 


"Lie down," Duff murmured, breaking from the heated lip-lock. 


Their eyes made contact and the need reflected in Izzy's gaze took his breath away. There was no longer any 
doubt, Izzy wanted him. His whole body radiated heat and arousal. Duff gasped as Izzy slowly took his shirt off 
and lay back on the bed. His dark hair feathered around him, framing his perfect porcelain skin and beestung 


lips. Fuck, that sexy hooded eye thing that Izzy had going turned his shit on so much. 


Duff pulled his own shirt off and lay down, partially lying across Izzy, getting as close as he could. Izzy's hand 
was right back massaging Duff's hard dick. He didn't want to lose the momentum they had started, and they 


were soon kissing again in a frenzied mix of teeth and tongues. Duff was going to blow his load in his jeans if 


he didn't slow things down. He hadn't lost it like this since high school. Duff latched roughly on to Izzy's neck 


and covered his palm over Izzy's hand, forcing him to stop. 

"Why?" Izzy breathed and nipped Duffs ear. 

Duff unbuttoned and reached inside Izzy's jeans. "| want to feel you." 

The minute Duff made skin-to-skin contact, he squeezed and a moan came from Izzy that rivalled anything 
Duff had ever heard, and it was fucking sexy as hell. He worked that hard dick with his hand. Still wanting a 
taste, his mind reverted right back to the idea of a blowjob, then Duff's teeth sank into his shoulder and Izzy 
arched into his palm. 

"Izzy," Duff swallowed, "fuck your fist and pretend it's my mouth you're driving into." 

Izzy blinked. "What?" 

Duff brought two of Izzy's fingers to his mouth and sucked them in, getting them wet. Then he trailed his 
tongue along Izzy's collarbone and guided his hand down to his cock, watching as Izzy slowly stroked himself, his 
hips thrusting up into his palm. 


Duff's hooded eyes took in every movement he made. "Oh, god. That's so hot" 


Izzy moaned and pulled on his cock. The look in Duff's eyes was enough to force his orgasm from his body. He 
bucked up into his rough palm, his eyes drawn to Duffs lips. 


"Are you imagining my mouth? My tongue?" 


"Fuck, Duff... I'm gonna come," he stroked himself faster, fighting to keep his eyes from slamming shut from all 
the pleasure coursing through his body. 


Duff watched in awe. “Izzy, let me suck you. Come on" 

"Can | do it to you?" 

Duffs mouth opened and closed 

Izzy's lips stretched with a lazy smile. "Ha. Ill take that as a yes" 

He climbed on top of Duff and his hips rolled forward into Duff of their own accord as he sealed their lips 
once again. The kiss deepened immediately and several minutes passed as Izzy used his mouth and fingers to 


completely rock Duff's world. 


"Duff, | want you like I've never wanted anything in my life," Izzy's warm breath caressed the moist trail he'd 


just made with his tongue. 


Duff roared as the first jets of come erupted from his cock and hit the back of Izzy's throat. He rode out his 
orgasm with ragged breaths as he held Izzy's head and emptied the last of his seed. The moment was 
beautifully devastating, because Duff knew that his feelings for Izzy had evolved past the point of anything he 


could control or recollect. 


"| didn't want any of this," Duff stroked Izzy slowly, drawing out his pleasure as much as he could. "| just want 
to be what | was before you showed up and all hell broke loose." 


Izzy placed his hand over Duff's and stopped him. "What do you mean?" 


"Please," he whispered and kissed Izzy's lips. "Let me take care of you in whatever way you'll let me. | know 
something is troubling you. | know you don't want to talk about it. But you know, | didn't ask for you to show 
up in my life 8 months ago and turn it upside down. | was perfectly happy without you. So | figure you owe 


me. 


Izzy stared at Duff for what seemed like forever, and then removed his hand and closed his eyes as Duff 
stroked him through to climax. 


